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"Tell Herr von Ribbentrop that I cannot see him just yet. lam going
to have a bath."
Another message came up.
"Herr von Ribbentrop insists upon seeing the Duchess of Brunswick
immediately."
The Duchess's hair was sopping wet. She tied it up in a knot and the
daughter of the Kaiser obeyed this summons from a former salesman of
cheap champagne.
When the crisis in the Sudetenland arose, the Duke and Duchess
were in despair. One of their sons was under orders to move with his
regiment. They feared the worst. Then one evening when they were at
the dinner table they heard over the wireless the announcement of
Chamberlain's flying trip to Godesberg, and like a bourgeois couple the
Duke and Duchess took hands and danced round the table. It was, they
thought, the certainty of peace. Chamberlain had saved the world from
horror and destruction, they believed. They were still thinking so when
I met them, and the Kaiser's daughter showed me a snapshot of her five
sons, tall and handsome young men standing in a line with their mother.
"I don't want them killed in another war", she said.
The Duke of Brunswick and I had some conversation on our own
while his wife talked to Agnes and our host.
He told me of an episode in the last war. He was with his regiment
passing through a Belgian village when he was met by Prince Rupprecht
of Bavaria.
"Good God! You here!" exclaimed Rupprecht. "A descendant of
George III of England, fighting against the English!"
"You also, my dear Rupprecht," said the Duke of Brunswick;
"what about your own ancestors?"
Prince Rupprecht of Bavaria was the legitimate heir to the Stuarts.
"Rather strange, don't you think?" said the Duke. "Two descendants
of English kings meeting in a Belgian village on the wrong side of the
lines!"
I told him of a memory of my own about Rupprecht of Bavaria.
During the war of 1914-18, I went down a dugout in the Somme
battlefield and put into my pocket some papers and letters lying there.
One of the documents was a manifesto to his troops by the Prince.
"My Bavarians," it said, "the only people who stand between us and
peace are the accursed English. Slay them!"
It was signed 'Rupprecht*.
During this luncheon hour the Duke was silent for a little while when
the others were talking. Presently he turned to me and said in a low
voice:
"It's a dirty world, isn't it?"